THE LAWYER
to have whole-heartedly taken part in this amiable non-
sense. The minutes of one of the meetings record that
there was not a discordant note at the meeting, except
such as were sung by Monsieur de Robespierre. He was
writing poetry at that time, and was wont to recite it to
his fellow members. Some dozen of the poems have
been preserved. They prove conclusively that he was
not a poet. Best known is the Madrigal, written for
Ophelia Mondlen, a former flame of his in Paris, who
is said to have been English. Others are a drinking song,
a few rather insipid love lyrics (in which, characteristic-
ally, he speaks of homage, respect, admiration, but not
of love), a poem celebrating the Rosati, and one vaunt-
ing the virtues and contentment of a man living in the
country in conformity with the principles of Rousseau.
He was rather vain of his literary endeavours, and most
of them—including a few of his legal briefs—he tried
to give some permanence by having them printed; but
he seems to have had no illusions about his poetry. He
never published any of it. The Madrigalvn& later printed
without his consent by a royalist paper wishing to make
game of him.
There is in existence the faded manuscript of a por-
tion of a speech he delivered before the Rosati, in which
he endeavoured to convince them that the club should
assume more serious ways and occupy itself with politi-
cal matters. One can well imagine that his stern nature
in time rebelled against the frivolity. Like all men
possessed of an idea, he did not know the art of living,
which consists mainly in the enjoyment of things that
are purposeless. He was a man with a purpose, and
everything not in some way connected with that pur-
pose gave him ultimately a feeling of impatience.

